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.ATRICIA GCEDICKE 
310 McLeod
Missoula, Montana 59601
FOR ALL THE SAD RAIN
0 ray friends why are we so weak
In winter sunlight why do our knees knock, ■■ j t
Why do we walk with small steps, ugly '
And spindly as baby birds
"oriWhose world do we think this is?
0 my friends take it,
0 my friends don’t look at each other
Or anyone else before you speakr ' _t J
1 have had enough of scared field mice 
With trembling pink ears,
I have had enough of damp - -
Diffident handshakes. • 5  JJ b  d Q  O  v
• ’ 1 O  "Do you think I haven't jbeen qtejpped on by giants?
Do you think my teachers didn't stand'me in a corner
For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me
With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit; on his knee?
Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,
I have had my feet cut off, and the pancreas
And the liver and the lungs - of the one I-love
have been sucked out of my life and the air around me
lias turned to cereal, how will I stand up*
What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent,
There are dogs who keep their Skinny tails 
Permanently between their legs + 1
But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs 
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains 
Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,
For every reluctant nail biter
There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping
Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet
Ag hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight
Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Rddar,
0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven
Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up
And then wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders
When we meet in a field with no fences
The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best bed
You can possibly think of to lie in.
e W  ili* A ^
iMlZUJVl
FUR ALL Tbt. SAD RAlIx
0 my f r ie n d s  why s r e  we so weak 
In  w in ts r  s u n l ig h t  why do our knees knock,
Why do we walk w ith  sm all s te p s ,  ug ly  
And sp in d ly  a s  baby b ir d s
whose w orld do we th in k  t h i s  i s ?
0 ay  f r ie n d s  tak e  i t ,
0 my f r ie n d s  d o n 't  look a t  each o th e r  
Cr anyone e ls e  b e fo re  you speak .
1 hare had enough o f scared  f i e l d  n ice  
With trem b lin g  p ink  e a r s ,
I  have had enough o f  damp 
D if f id e n t  handshakes,
Do you th in k  I  h a v e n 't  been stepped  on by g ia n ts ?
Do you th in k  ay  te a c h e rs  d i d n 't  s tan d  me in  a co rn er
For b re a th in g , do you th in k  my own f a th e r  d i d n 't  bum  me
With th e  w rath  o f  a b l a s t  fu rn ace  f o r  w anting  to  s i t  on h is  knee?
Indeed I  have been p re sse d  between s te a m ro l le r s ,
I  have had b o th  my f e e t  c u t  o f f ,  and th e  p an creas
And th e  l i v e r  and th e  lu n g s o f th e  one I  love
lave  been sucked o u t o f  ay  l i f e  and th e  a i r  around me
has tu rn ed  to  c e r e a l ,  how w i l l  I  s tan d  up,
What o p in io n s  can I  o f f e r  b u t I  w i l l  n o t be s i l e n t ,  
ih e re  a re  dogs who keep t h e i r  sk inny  t a i l s  
Perm anently  between t h e i r  le g s
But a ls o  th e re  a re  s le e k  h o rse s , a s  e a s i ly  a s  th e re  a re  c u rs  
Ih e re  a r e  squash blossom s t h a t  f lo w er around fo u n ta in s  
Like w hite  b u t t e r f l i e s ,  th e re  i s  courage everyw here,
For every  r e lu c ta n t  n a i l  b i t e r
There a re  a hundred r a i s e d  f i s t s ,  f o r  every  broken broom stick
There a re  m il l io n s  o f  b e n t g ra s s e s  snapping
Back and f o r th  a t  the sky , b e a tin g  th e  b lue  c a rp e t
As hard  a s  th ey  can , w ith  th e  f r a i l  t a s s e l s  o f  t h e i r  h a i r
For every  p a i r  o f eyes squeesed t i g h t
Under c o lo r le s s  l i d s  th e re  a re  thousands o f  o th e rs
Wide open, on th e  proud columns o f t h e i r  necks tu rn in g ,
Cbserving e v e ry th in g  l ik e  King Radar,
0 my f r ie n d s  f o r  a l l  th e  sad r a in  in  heaven
F i l l i n g  our d in n e rp la te s  you have te n  f in g e r s  o f  honey
Which a re  your own, s t r e t c h  them, s t i c k  them up
And th en  wave to  me, p u t your arms around each  o t h e r 's  sh o u ld e rs
When we meet in  a  f i e l d  w ith  no fen c e s
The h o riso n  i s  y o u rs , and th e  books and a l l  th e  o p in io n s
nnd th e  ra tte r  w hich i s  wine and th e  b e s t  bed
You can p o s s ib ly  th in k  o f  to  l i e  i n .
7/17/83 (5)
FOR ALL THE SAD RAIN
0 my friends why are we so weak
In winter sunlight why do our knees knock,
Why do we walk with small steps, ugly 
And spindly as feaby birds
Whose world do we think this is?
0 my friends take it,
Dont' look at each other
Or anyone else before you speak.
1 have had enough of scared field mice 
With trembling pink ears,
I have had enough of damp 
Diffident handshakes,
Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?
Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in a corner
For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me
With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee
Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,
I have had both my feet cut off, and the pancreas
And the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me
Has turned to cereal, how will I stand up,
What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent,
There are dogs who keep their skinny tails 
Permanently between their legs
But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs 
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains 
Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,
For every reluctant nail biter
There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There/ are millins of bent grasses snapping
Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet
As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight
Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,
0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven
Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up
And then wave to me, put your arms around each other’s shoulders
When we meet in a field with no fences
The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions 
And the water which is wine and the best bed 
You can possibly think of to lie in.
7/17/83 (M
FOR ALL THE SAD RAIN
0 my friends why are we so weak
In winter sunlight why do our knees knock,
Why do we walk with small steps, ugly 
And spindly as baby birds
Whose world do we think this is?
0 my friends take it,
Don’t look at each other
Or anyone else before you speak.
1 have had enough of scared field mice 
With trembling pink ears,
I have had enough of damp 
Diffident handshakes,
Do you think I haven't been stepped on by^giants?
Do you think my teachers didn't stand me m ^ a  corner
For breathing, do you think my own father didn t burn me
With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee.
Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,
M y foet-harW T^eexi cut off, and the pancreas 
^  And the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me
Has turned to wet &ou<rdLugh, how will I stand up.
What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent,
There are dogs who keep their skinny tails 
Permanently between their legs
But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs 
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains 
Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,
For every reluctant nail biter
There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping
Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet^ _
As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight
Under colorless lids there are thousands of others ^
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,
0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven 
Filling our dinnerplates \JBtr have ten fingers Oj. honey 
Which are your own, stretcn them, stick them up̂
And then w a v e / put your arms around each others shoulders
When we meet in a field with no fences . .
The horizon iswours, and the books and all the 0p inions 
And the water which is wine and the best bed 
You can possibly think of to lie in.
FOR ALL THE SAD RAIN A u ,  , „ r ;
0 /  ir ^ >
n * • -a , (0 my friends why are you so weak m-x-t — ; >
In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly
And spindly as baby birds
Whose world do you think this is?
0 my friends take it,
Don't look at each other
Or anyone else before you speak.
1 have had enough of scared field mice I ef r *"'
With trembling pink ears, ' • 7
I have had enough of damp . >
Diffident handshakes. ()
Do you think I_haven't been stepped on by giants? 
DoZyou255l^I^L_teachers didn’t stand me in a corner 
For brea’thing, do you think my own father didn't burn me 
With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?
Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,
E have had both my feet cut off, and the pancreas 
And the liver and the lungs of the one I love 
Have been sucked out of my life, the air all around me
Has turned to sourdough, how will I stand up, f  n
What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent 
There are dogs who keep their skinny tails 
Permanently between their legs
But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs 
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains 
Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,
For every reluctant nail biter
There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping
Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet
As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight
Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,
0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven
Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up
And then wave to me, put your arms around each other’s shoulders
When we meet in a fiield with no fences
The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions 
And the water which is wine and the best world'“X  ~
You can possibly think of to live in. / 'inAOi ,
^  Av/ __A (and the water which is wine and the best bed 
you can possibly think of to lie in.
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FOR ALL THE SAD RAIL
0 my friends why are we so weak
In winter sunlight why do /our knees knock,
Why do we walk with small steps, ugly 
And spindly as baby birds
Whose world do we think this is?
0 my friends take it,
Don't look at each other
Or anyone else before you speak,
1 have had enough of scared field mice 
With trembling pink ears,
I have had enough of damp 
Diffident handshakes,
Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?
Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in a corner
For braathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me
With the wrath of a blast furnace fo r wanting to sit on his knee
Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,
I have had both my feet cut off, and the pancreas
And the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life, and the air all around me
Has turned into wet sourdough, how will I stand up,
What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent,
There are dogs who keep their skinny tails 
Permanently between their legs
But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs 
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains 
Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,
For every reluctant nail biter
There are hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick 
There are millions of bent grasses snapping 
Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet 
A s hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight
Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
ObsedVing everything like King Radar,
0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven we 
Filling our dinnerplates pnxjuuxxtKKxIzngers of honey 
Which are our own, stretch them, stick them up
And then wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders
When we meet in a field with no fences
The horizon is ours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best bed
We can possibly think of to lie in.
PATRICIA GOEDICKE * ,
310 McLeod Qui
Missoula, Montana 59^01
THE BEST BED
0 my friends why are you so weak
In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly 
And spindly as baby birds
0 my friends whose world do you think this is 
0 my friends take it,
0 my friends don't look at each other 
Or anyone else before you speak
1 have had enough of scared field mice 
With trembling pink ears,
I have had enough of damp 
Diffident handshakes
Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?
Do you think my teachers didn’t stand me in a corner
For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me
With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?
0 my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers,
0 my friends I have had my feet cut off
And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs of the one I love 
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me
Has turned to sourdough, how will I stand up 
What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent,
C my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails 
Permanently between their legs
But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs,
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains 
Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,
For every reluctant nail biter
There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping
Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet
As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight
Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,
0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven
Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up,
0 my friends wave to me, put your arms around each other’s shoulders 
When we meet in a field with no fences
The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions 
And the water which is wine and the best bed 
You can possibly think of to lie in.
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FOR ALL THE SAD RAIN
0 my friends why are you so weak
In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly 
And spindly as baby birds
Whose world do you think this is?
0 my friends take it,
Don't look at each other
Cr anyone else before you speak*?,
1 have had enough of scared field mice 
With trembling pink ears,
I have had enough of damp 
Diffident handshakes.
Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?
Do you think my teachers didn't stand me i n a  corner
For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me
With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee.
Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,
I have had'’my feet cut off, and the pancreas
A nd the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life, the air all around me
Has turned to sourdough, how will Istapd up,
What opinions can I offer‘d  fut I will be silent,
There are dogs who keep their skinny tails 
Permanently between their legs
But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs 
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains 
Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,
For every reluctant nail biter
There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millinns of bent grasses snapping
Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet
As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight
Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,
C my friends for all the sad rain in heaven
Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up
And then wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders 
When we meet in a field with no fences
The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions 
And the water which is wine and the best bed 
You can possibly think of to lie in.
(And the water which is wine and the best world 
You can possibly think of to live in.)
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight under colorless lids
0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven
Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which are your own, stretch,^ them, stick them up
And then wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders
When we meet in a field with no fences
The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions 
And the water which is wine and the best world 
You can possibly think of to live in.
0 my friends why are you so weak 
In winter sunlight why do your knees knock, 
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly 
And spindly as baby birds
Whose world do you think this is?
0 my friends take it,
Don't look at each other 
Cr anyone else before you speak
Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers, 
I have had my feet cut off, and the pancreas 
And the liver and the lungs of the one I love 
Have been sucked out of my life,
How will I stand up, what opinions can I offer? 
But I will not be silent,
There are dogs who keep their skinny tails 
Permanently between their legs
But also there are sleek horses, as
Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,
I have had both my feet cut off, and the pancreas
And the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life, even the air around me
Has turned sour, how will I stand up
I have had both my feet cut off, and the pancreas 
And the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life, the air all around me 
Has
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FOR ALL THE SAD RAIN
0 my friends why are you so weak
In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, spindly 
As baby birds, whose world do you think this is?
0 my friends take it,
Don't look at each other
Or anyone else before you speak.
1 have had enough of scared field mice 
With trembling pink ears,
I have had enough of damp 
Diffident handshakes.
Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?
Do you think my teachers didn't stiand me in a corner
For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me
With the wrath of a blast furnace for waihting to sit on his knee?
Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,
I have had my feet cut off, and the pancreas
And the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life, how will I stand up
What opinions can I offer? But I will not be silent,
There are dogs who keep their skinny tails 
Permanently between their legs
But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs 
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains 
Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,
For every reluctant nail biter
There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping
Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet
As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight
Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,
0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven
Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up,
0 my friends wave to me, put your arms around each other’s shoulders 
When we meet in a field with no fences
The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions 
And the water which is wine and the best world 
You can possibly think of to live in.
I n d e e d  I  have been  p r e s s e d  be tw een  s t e a m r o l l e r s ,
I have had my f e e t  c u t  o f f ,  and  t h e  p a n c r e a s  
And t h e  l i v e r  and  th e  l u n g s  o f  t h e  one I  lo v e  
Have been  sucked  o u t  o f  my l i f e ,
How w i l l  I  s t a n d  up,
What o p i n i o n s  can  I  o f f e r  b u t  I  w i l l  n o t  be s i l e n t ,  
There  a r e  dogs who keep  t h e i r  s k in n y  t a i l s  
P e rm a n e n t ly  be tw een  t h e i r  l e g s ,
Ind d ed  I  have been  p r e s s e d  be tw een  s t e a m r o l l e r s ,
I  have had my f e e t  c u t  o f f ,  and t h e  p a n c r e a s
And th e  l i v e r  and  the  l u n g s  o f  th e  one I  l o v e
Have been  sucked  o u t  o f  my l i f e ,  how w i l l  I  s t a n d  up,
What o p i n i o n s  can I  o f f e r ?  But I  w i l l  n o t  be s i l e n t ,  
There a r e  dogs who keep  t h e i r  s k in n y  t a i l s  
P e rm a n e n t ly  be tw een  t h e i r  l e g s
What o p i n i o n s  can  I  o f f e r ?
But I  w i l l  n o t  be s i l e n t ,
There  a r e  dogs who keep  t h e i r  s k in n y  t a i l s  
P e r m a n e n t ly  be tween  t h e i r  l e g s
0 my f r i e n d s  t a k e  i t ,  d o n ' t  l o o k  a t  e a c h  o t h e r  
Or anyone e l s e  b e f o r e  you sp e ak .
1 have had enough o f  s c a r e d  f i e l d  mice 
With t r e m b o in g  p i n k  e a r s ,  I  have had enough o f  damp 
D i f f i d e n t  h a n d sh a k e s .
In d e e d  I have been  p r e s s e d  be tw een  s t e a m r o l l e r s ,
I  have had my f e e t  c u t  o f f ,  and th e  p a n c r e a s  
And th e  l i v e r  and th e  l u n g s  o f  th e  one I  lo v e  
Have been  sucked  o u t  o f  my l i f e ,  how w i l l  I  s t a n d  up,
1 /W hat  o p i n i o n s  can  I  o f f e r ?  But I  w i l l  n o t  be s i l e n t ,  
jl There  a r e  dogs  who keep  t h e i r  s k in n y  t a i l s  
\ P e r m a n e n t l y  be tw een  t h e i r  l e g s ,
/ o J a t  a l s o  t h e r e  a r e  s l e e k  h o r s e s ,  a s  e a s  e a s i l y  a s  t h e r e  a r e  c u r s  
There a r e  s q u a s h  b lo sso m s  t h a t  f l o w e r  a ro u n d  f o u n t a i n s
Like w h i t e  b u t t e r f l i e s ,  t h e r e  i s  co u rage  everyw here  
For  e v e r y  r e l u c t a n t  n a i l  b i t e r
There  a r e  a  hundred  r a i s e d  fists, '7fKKXKx®ryxkrHkKKxfersiBiastiKk 
F h e r e a e r y  b ro k e n  b r o o m s t i c k  “
There  a r e  atxiuuuiKKdx m i l l i o n s  o f  ben  g r a s e s  s n a p p in g  
Back and f o r t h  a t  t h e  sky ,  b e a t i n g  th e  b lu e  c a r p e t  
As h a rd  a s  t h e y  can ,
With th e  f r a i l  tassejfes o f  t h e i r  h a i r
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FOR ALL THE SAD RAIN
0 my friends why are you so weak
In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, spindly 
As baby birds, whose world do you think this is?
0 my friends take it, don't look at each other 
Or anyone else before you speak.
1 have had enough of scared field mice 
With trembling pink ears,
I have had enough of damp 
Diffident handshakes.
Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?
Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in a corner
For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me
With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?
Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers,
I have had my feet cut off,
And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs of the one I love 
Have been sucked out of my life, the air around me
Has turned to sourdough, how will I stand up 
Whhat opinions can I offer but I will not be
Have been sucked out of my life,
How will I stand up?
What opin
And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs
Indeed I have been pressed between steamrollers, ixhaxKxkaslxixiyxfKxx 
I have had my f£et cut off, and the pancreas 
And the liver and the lungs of the one I love 
Have been sucked out of my life,
How will I stand up,
What opinions can I offer but I will not sianrixiap,be silent,
PATRICIA GCEDICKE 
10 McLeodissoula, Montana 59801
THE BEST BED
0 my friends why are you so weak 
In winter sunlight why do your kaees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly 
And spingly as baby birds
0 my friends whose world do you think this is 
C my friends take it,
0 my friends don't look at each other 
Or anyone else beforeyyou speak
1 have had enough of scared field mice 
With trembling pink ears,
I have had enough of damp 
Diffident handshakes
Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?
Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in a corner 
For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me
With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?
0 my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers,
C my friends I have had my feet cut off
And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs of the one I love 
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me
Has turned to sourdough, how will I stand up 
What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent,
C my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails 
Permanently between their legs
But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs,
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains 
Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,
For every reluctant nail biter
There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping
Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet
As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight
Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,
0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven
Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up,
0 my friends wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders
When we meet in a field with no fences
The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best bed
You can possibly think of to lie in.
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ThE BEST BED
C my f r i e n d s  why a r e  you so weak 
In  w i n t e r  s u n l i g h t  why do your k n e e s  knock ,
Why do you walk  w i t h  sm a l l  s t e p s ,  u g ly  
And s p i n d l y  a s  baby b i r d s
C my f r i e n d s  whose w o r ld  do you t h i n k  t h i s  i s  
C my f r i e n d s  t a k e  i t ,
0 my f r i e n d s  d o n ' t  look a t  each  o t h e r  
Or anyone e l s e  b e f o r e  you speak
I
1 have had enough o f  s c a r e d  f i e l d  mice 
With t r e m b l i n g  p in k  e a r s ,
I  have had enough o f  damp 
D i f f i d e n t  h a n d sh a k e s
Do you t h i n k  I h a v e n ' t  been s t e p p e d  on by g i a n t s ?
Do you t h i n k  my t e a c h e r s  d i d n ' t  s t a n d  me i n  a  c o r n e r
For  Ifcreathing,  do you t h i n k  my own f a t h e r  d i d n ' t  b u r n  me
With th e  w ra th  o f  a b l a s t  f u r n a c e  f o r  w a n t in g  t o  s i t  on h i s  knee?
C my f r i e n d s  I  have been  p r e s s e d  be tw een  s t e a m r o l l e r s ,
C my f r i e n d s  I have had my f e e t  c u t  o f f
And th e  p a n c r e a s  and th e  l i v e r  and th e  l u n g s  o f  th e  one I  lo v e  
have been  sucked  o u t  o f  my l i f e  and th e  a i r  a ro u n d  me
I
Hhs t u r n e d  t o  so u rd o ug h ,  how w i l l  I  s t a n d  up 
What o p i n i o n s  can  I  o f f e r  b u t  I  w i l l  n o t  be s i l e n t ,
C my f r i e n d s  t h e r e  a r e  dogs who keep  t h e i r  s k in n y  t a i l s  
P e rm a n e n t ly  be tw een  t h e i r  l e g s ,
But a l s o  t h e r e  a r e  s l e e k  h o r s e s ,  a s  e a s i l y  a s  t h e r e  a r e  c u r s ,
There  a r e  squash  b lo sso m s  t h a t  f l o w e r  a ro u n d  f o u n t a i n s  
L ike  w h i t e  b u t t e r f l i e s ,  t h e r e  i s  co u ra g e  e v e ry w h e re ,
For e v e r y  r e l u c t a n t  n a i l  b i t e r
I
There  a r e  a hundred  r a i s e d  f i s t s ,  f o r  e v e r y  b ro k e n  b r o o m s t i c k
There a r e  m i l l i o n s  o f  b e n t  g r a s s e s  s n a p p in g
Back and  f o r t h  a t  th e  sky ,  b e a t i n g  th e  b lu e  c a r p e t
As h a r d  a s  t h e y  can ,  w i t h  th e  f r a i l  t a s s e l s  o f  t h e i r  h a i r
F o r  e v e r y  p a i r  o f  e y e s  sq u eezed  t i g h t
Under c o l o r l e s s  l i d s  t h e r e  a r e  t h o u s a n d s  o f  o t h e r s
wide open,  on th e  p ro u d  columns o f  t h e i r  n e c k s  t u r n i n g ,
O b se rv ing  e v e r y t h i n g  l i k e  King R a d a r ,
C my f r i e n d s  f o r  a l l  t h e  sad r a i n  i n  heaven
F i l l i n g  our d i n n e r p l a t e s  you have t e n  f i n g e r s  o f  honey
Which a r e  your  own, s t r e t c h i  them, s t i c k  them up,
C my f r i e n d s  wave t o  me, p u t  your  a rms a ro u n d  each  o t h e r ' s  s h o u l d e r  
When we meet i n  a f i e l d  w i th  no f e n c e s
The h o r i z o n  i s  y o u r s ,  and th e  books  and a l l  t h e  o p i n i o n s  
And t h e  w a t e r  which i s  wine and th e  b e s t  bed 
You can  p o s s i b l y  t h i n k  o f  t o  l i e  i n .
.ICIA GGEDICK2 
Leber Road 
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0 my friends why are you so waak 
In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly 
And spindly as baby birds
0 ny friends whose world do you think this is
0 my friends take it,
0 my friends don't look at each other
Or anyone else before you speak
1 have had enough of scared field mice 
With trembling pink care,
I have had enough of damp 
Diffident handshakes
Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?
Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in a corner
For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me
With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?
0 my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers,0 my friends I have had my feet cut off
And the nancreas and the liver and the lungs of the one I love 
Have been sucked out of ny life and the air around me
Has turned to orearl, how v/ill I stand up
What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent,
0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny taiis 
Permanently between their lege,
But also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs,
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains 
Like white butterflies, there is courage everywhere,For every reluctant nail biter
There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping
Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet
A3 hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight
Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,
O m y  friends for all the sad rain in heaven
Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up,
0 my friends wave to me, put your arms around each oxher's shoulders 
When we meet in a field with no fecnes
The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions 
And the water which is wine and the best bed 
You can possibly think of to lie in.
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0 my friends why are you so weak
In winter sunlight why do your knees knock*
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly 
And spindly as baby birds
0 ray friends whose world do you think this is
0 :iy friends take it,
0 ray friends don't look at each other
Or anyone else before you speak
/*{ «
1 have had enough of scared field mice O 
ith trembling pink ears,
1 have had enough of damp 
Diffident handshakes
do you think I haven’t been stepped on by giants?
)o you think ray teachers didn't stand me in a corner 
For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me
ith the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?
0 ray fri.end3 I have been pressed between steamrollwes,
0 roy friends I have had ray feet cut off
And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs of the one I love 
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me
Has turned to cereal, how will I stand up 
hat opinions can I offer but I will not be silent,
0 ray friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails 
Permanently between their legs,
Jut also there are sleek horses, as easily as there are curs,
There are squash blossoms that flower around fountains 
ike white butterflies, there is courage everywhere, 
or every reluctant nail biter
There are a hundred raised fists, for every broken broomstick
There are millions of bent grasses snapping
Back and forth at tne sky, beating the blue carpet
a s hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight 
Under colorless lids there are thousands of others 
ide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
-bserving everything like King Radar,
0 ray friends for all the sad rain in heaven 
Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey 
hich are your own, stretch them, stick them up,
0 my friends wave to me, put your arms around each other's shoulders
Then we meet in a field with no fences
The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions 
And the water which is wine and the best bed 
You can possibly think of to lie in.
rtlCIA jOjSDICKE 
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0 my friends why are you so weak
In winter sunlight why do your knees knock#
Why do you walk with small steps# ugly 
And spindly as baby birds
0 my friends whose world do you think this is 
0 my friends take it#
0 my friends don’t look at each othsr 
Or anyone also before you speak
1 havo had enough of s ared field mice 
With trembling pink ears,
I have had enough of damp 
Diffident handshakes
Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?
Do you think my teachers didn*t stand me in a corner
For breathing# do you think my own father didn’t burn me
With the wrath of fe blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee?
0 my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers#
0 my frionds I have had my feet cut off
And the pancreas and the liver arid the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of ny life and the air around me
Has turned to oatmeal# how will I stand up
What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent#
0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails
Permanently between their iegs#
0 my friends there is pablum to eat
But also there is roast beef» there are squash blossoms 
That flower around fountains# there are sleek horses 
As easily as there are curs# for every reluctant nail biter
There are a hundred loud mouths# for every broken broomstick 
There are a million bent grasses snapping 
Back and forth at the sky# beating the blue carpet 
As hard as they can# with the frail tassels of their hair
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight
Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open# on the proud columns of their necks turning#
Observing everything like King Radar#
0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven
Filling our dinnerplatss you have ten fingers of honey
Which are your own# stretch them, stick them up#
0 my friends wave to me
When we meet in a field with no fences
The horizon is yours# and the books and ail the opinions 
And the water which is wine and the best bed 
You can possibly think of to lie in.
1/21/79 (1)
(after Conrad, Pierre, Nancy. Caro 
Leonard)
THd BdST B£D
0 my friends why are you so weak
In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly 
And spindly as baby birds
0 my friends whose world do you think this is 
0 my friends take it,
0 my friends don't look at each other 
Or anyone else before you speak
1 have had enough of scared field mice 
With trembling pink ears,
I have had enough of damp 
Diffident handshakes
Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?
Do vou think my teachers didn't stand me in a cor er
F o r  breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me
With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee.
0 my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers,
0 mv friends I have had my feet cut off i_,,_And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs of the one I love 
H a v e  been sucked out of my life and the air around me
Has turned to oatmeal, how will I stand up
What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent,
0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails 
Permanently between their legs,
iends\there is garb?
' the
o"my friends there sH*e-hsmbcpgers to eat v ,
But also there is roast beef* there are s q u a s h  blossoms
That flower around fountains, there are sleek
As easily as there are curs, for every reluctant nail biter
There are a hundred loud mouths, for every broken broomstick 
There are a million bent grasses snapping 
Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet 
As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight rt+v,QT.c
Under colorless lids there are thousands of others 
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning, 
Observing everything like King Radar,
0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven
Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of ho ey
Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up,
0 my friends wave to me
When we meet in a field wi^h no fences ooinionsThe horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions
And the water which is wine and the best bed
Yoy can possibly think of to lie m •
P. Goedicke - typed 1/11/79
TH£ B5ST Bj£D
0 my friends why are you so weak 
In winter sunlight why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with sms 11 steps, ugly 
And spindly as baby birds
0 my friends whose world do you think this is
0 my friends take it;
CUmy-friends don't look at each other 
Or anyone else before you speak
1 have had enough of scared rs^ert^| , '
With trembling pink ears, 1
I have had enough of damp 
Diffident handshakes
Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?
Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in a corner
For breathing, do you think my own father didn"t burn me
With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sit on his knee:
0 my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers,
0 m.v friends I have had my feet cut off ,And the pancreas/'STid the TUT£Sv^nd the liver/of the one 1 love 
Have been sucked out of my life and lh<T"atr around me ^  -
Has turned to oatmea l, how will 1̂  stand up
What opinions can I offer but I will not be silent, _
0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails 
Permanently between their legs,
0 my friends there is garbage to eat 
Arli1 B i f l f l  Chateabriand, there are squash blorsoms 
That flower~around fountains, there are sleek horses 
As easily as there are curs, for every reluctant nail biter
There are a hundred loud mouths, for every broken broomstick 
There are a million bent grasses snapping '
Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet^
As hard as they can, with the frail tassels of their hair
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight 
Under colorless lids there are thousands of others 
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,
0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven 
Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey 
Which are your own, stretch them, stick them up,
0 my friends wave to me
When we meet in a field with no fences
The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions 
And the water which is wine and-a~new road 
-̂ -Tha-t-wti-l take you- anywhere- you-want end the best Ded 
You can possibly think of to lie in*
J.CIA G02DICKE 
^o. 462 
an Migue 1 de AI Lend® 
Uana j u a t o . Mexico THE BEST BED
•V
0 my f r i e n d s  why are you so weak
In w in te r  s u n l i g h t  why do your knees knock.
Why do you walk with  sm all  3taps# ugly 
And sp in d ly  as baby b i rd s
0 my f r i e n d s  whose world do you th in k  th i s  i s
C my f r i e n d s  take i t
0 my f r i e n d s  d o n ' t  look a t  each o th e r  
Or anyone e l s e  before  you speak
1 have had enough otf soared  r a b b i t s  
With t rem bl ing  pink e a r s .
I  have had enough of damp 
D i f f i d e n t  nandshakes
Do you th in k  I h a v e n ' t  been s tepped  on by g i a n t s ?
Do you th in k  my te ach e rs  d i d n ' t  s tand  me i n  a corner
For" b r e a th in g ,  do you th in k  ray own f a t h e r  d i d n ' t  burn me
With the wrath of a b l a s t  furnace f o r  wanting to  s i t  on h i s  knee
0 my f r i e n d s  I have been p ressed  between s t e a m r o l l e r s .
0 my f r i e n d s  I have had my f e e t ,  cu t  o f f
And the pancreas and the l i v e r  and the lungs of the one I  love
Have been sucked out of my Life and the a i r  around ms
Has tu rned  to  oatmeal ,  how wilL I s tand  up
What op in ions  can I o f f e r  out I  w i l l  no t  be s i l e n t .
0 my f r i e n d s  th e re  are  dogs who keep t h e i r  sk inny t a i l s  
Permanently between t h e i r  le g s .
0 my f r i e n d s  th e re  i s  garbage to e a t
And a l s o  Chateaubriand, th e re  are  squash blossoms
That f low er  around f o u n ta in s ,  th e re  are  s l e e k  horses
As e a s i l y  as th e re  a re  c u r s ,  f o r  every  r e l u c t a n t  n a i l  b i t e r
There a re  a hundred loud mouths, f o r  every  broken broomstick 
There a re  a m i l l i o n  bent, g ra s se s  snapping 
Back and f o r t h  a t  the sky,  b e a t in g  the blue ca rp e t  
As hard as they  can, w ith  the f r a i l  t a s s e l s  of t h e i r  h a i r
For eve ry  p a i r  of eyes squeezed t i g h t  
Under c o l o r l e s s  l i d s  th e re  a re  thousands of o th e rs  
Wide open, on the proud columns of t h e i r  necks t u r n in g ,  
Observing ev e ry th in g  l ik e  King Radar.
0 my f r i e n d s  f o r  a l l  the sad r a i n  in  heaven
F i l l i n g  our d in n e rp la t e s  you have t e n  f i n g e r s  of honey
Which a re  your own, s t r e t c h  them, s t i c k  them up.
0 my f r i e n d s  wave to  me
When we meet i n  a f i e l d  with  no fences
The ho r izon  i s  yours ,  and the books and a l l  the op in ions  
And the water  which i s  wine and a new road 
That w i l l  take you anywhere you want and the  b e s t  bed 
You can p o s s ib ly  th in k  of to  l i e  i n .
THE BEST BED
10/ 13/78  ( 1 )
0 my f r i e n d s  why a r e  you so weak
I n  w i n t e r  s u n l i g h t  why do y o u r  knees  knock,
Why do you walk  w i th  s m a l l  s t e p s ,  u g iy  
And s p i n d l y  a s  baby b i r d s
0 my f r i e n d s  whose w or ld  do you t h i n k  t h i s  i s  
0 my f r i e n d s  t a k e  i t
0 my f r i e n d s  d o n ' t  look  a t  e ac h  o t h e r  
Or anyone e l s e  b e f o r e  you sp e ak
r- r  r  ' .  T  . • i I ’ \ c * I
1 have had enough o f  s c a r e d  r a b b i t s  
With t r e m b l i n g  p in k  e a r s ,
I  have had enough o f  damp
D i f f i d e n t  hand shak es  • •
t. f.r ■ " r " j  '
Do you t h i n k  I h a v e n ' t  been  s t e p p e d  on by g i a n t s ?
Do you t h i n k  my t e a c h e r s  d i d n ' t  s t a n d  me i n  a c o r n e r
For  b r e a t h i n g ,  do you t h i n k  my own f a t h e r  d i d n ' t  b u rn  me
With th e  w r a th  o f  a b l a s t  f u r n a c e  f o r  w a n t in g  to  s i t  on h i s  knee?
0 my f r i e n d s  I have been  p r e s s e d  be tw een  s t e a m r o l l e r s ,
0 my f r i e n d s  I have had my f e e t  c u t  o f f
And th e  p a n c r e a s  and th e  l i v e r  and the  lun g s  o f  the  one I love 
Have been  sucked  o u t  o f  my l i f e  and the  a i r  a round  me
Has t u r n e d  to  o a tm e a l ,  how w i l l  I  s t a n d  up
What o p i n i o n s  can I o f f e r  b u t  I w i l l  n o t  be s i l e n t ,
0 my f r i e n d s  t h e r e  a r e  dogs who keep t h e i r  s k i n n y  t a i l s  
P e rm a n e n t ly  be tw een  t h e i r  l e g s ,
.  . - r , - ,  i: : o c , , r  .[ ■ , r  ' ,!' c . ; .  r  :-
0 my f r i e n d s  t h e r e  i s  ga rb a g e  t o  e a t
And a l s o  C h a te a u b r i a n d ,  t h e r e  a r e  sq u a sh  b lossom s
That  f l o w e r  a ro u n d  f o u n t a i n s ,  t h e r e  a r e  s l e e k  h o r s e s
As e a s i l y  a s  t h e r e  a r e  c u r s ,  f o r  e v e r y  r e l u c t a n t  n a i l  b i t e r
oJ jjftxo i'Tw n i  BEeninx>: Tserqa brfe JB e 'se fn i  rcr
There a r e  a hundred  loud  mouths ,  f o r  e v e r y  b ro k en  b ro o m s t i c k
There a r e  a m i l l i o n  b e n t  g r a s s e s  s n a p p in g
Back and f o r t h  a t  th e  s k y ,  b e a t i n g  th e  b lu e  c a r p e t  
As h a rd  as  t h e y  c a n ,  w i t h  the  f r a i l  t a s s e l s  o f  t h e i r  h a i r
F o r  e v e r y  p a i r  o f  e y es  squ e ez ed  t i g h t
Under c o l o r l e s s  l i d s  t h e r e  a r e  t h o u s a n d s  o f  o t h e r s
Wide o p en ,  on th e  proud columns o f  t h e i r  n ecks  t u r n i n g ,
O b s e rv in g  e v e r y t h i n g  l i k e  King R adar ,
0 my f r i e n d s n f o r  a l l  t h e  sad  r a i n  i n  heaven
F i l l i n g  o u r  d i n n e r p l a t e s  you have t e n  f i n g e r s  o f  honey
Which a r e  y o u r  own: s t r e t c h  them, s t i c k  them up ,
0 my f r i e n d s  wave t o  me
When we meet  i n  a f i e l d  w i t h  no f e n c e s
The h o r i z o n  i s  y o u r s ,  and the  books and a l l  t h e  o p i n i o n s  
And th e  w a t e r  which i s  wine and a new ro a d  
That  w i l l  t a k e  you anywhere you want and th e  b e s t  bed 
You can  p o s s i b l y  t h i n k  o f  t o  l i e  i n .
10/12/78 (2)
THE BEST BED
0 my friends why are you so weak 
In winter sunlight why do your knees knock, 
Why do you walk with small steps, ugly 
And spindly as baby birds
0 my friends whose world do you think this is 
0 my friends take it
0 my friends don’t look at each other f
Or anyone else before you speak
Q -my' f riewds I have had enough of scared rabbits 
With trembling ears,
I have had enough of damp 
Diffidnet handshakes
OHiifr—frlVWds do you think I haven’t been stepped on by giants?
Do you think my teachers didn’t stand me in a corner
For breathing, do you think my own father didn’t burn me
With the wrath of a blast furnace fo r wanting to sit on his knee
0 my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers,
0 my friends I have had my feet cut off
And the pancreas and the liver and the lungs of the one I love 
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me
Has turned to oatmeal, how will I stand up
Whit opinion/ can I offer but I will not be silent,
0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails 
Permanently between their legs,
0 my friends there is garbage to eat
And also Chateaubriand, there are squash blossoms
That flower around fountains, there are sleek horses
As easily as there are curs, for every reluctant nail biter
There are a hundred loud mouths, for every broken broomstick 
There are a million bent grasses snapping 
Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet 
As hard as they can, with the frai tassels of their hair
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight
Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open,on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,
0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven 
Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of hon$r 
Which are your own* stretch them, stick them up,
0 my friends wave to me
When we meet in a field with no fecnes
The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions 
And the water which is wine and a new road 
That will take you anywhere you want and the best bed 
You can possibly think of to lie in.
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0 my f r i e n d s  why are  you so weak
In w in te r  s u n l i g h t  why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with canes,  ugly 
And sp in d ly  as baby b i rd s
0 my f r i e n d s  whose world ®o you th in k  t h i s  i s  
0 my f r i e n d s  take i t
0 my f r i e n d s  don’ t  look a t  each o th e r
Or anyone e l s e  before  you speak
0 my f r i e n d s  I have had enough of scared  r a b b i t s  
With t rem bl ing  e a r s ,
1 had have enough o f  damp 
D i f f i d e n t  handshakes
0 my f r i e n d s  do you th in k  I h a v e n ' t  been s tepped on by g i a n t s ?
Do you th in k  my te ach e rs  d i d n ' t  s tand  me in  a corner
For l b r e a th in g ,  do you th in k  my own f a t h e r  d i d n ' t  burn me
With the wrath of a b l a s t  fu rnace  f o r  wanting to s i t  on h i s  knee
0 my f r i e n d s  I have been p ressed  between s t e a m r o l l e r s ,
0 my f r i e n d s  I have had my f e e t  cu t  o f f
And the pancreas and the l i v e r  and the lungs of the one I love 
Have been sucked out of my l i f e  and the a i r  around me
Has tu rned  to  oatmeal,  how w i l l  I s tand  up
What op in ion  can I o f f e r  but  I w i l l  not be s i l e n t ,
0 my f r i e n d s  th e re  are  dogs who keep t h e i r  skinny t a i l s  
Permanently between t h e i r  leg s ,
0 my f r i e n d s  the re  i s  garbage to  e a t
And a l s o  Chateaubriand,  the re  are  squash blossoms
That f low er  around f o u n ta in s ,  th e re  are  s l e e k  horses
As e a s i l y  as th e re  a re  c u r s ,  f o r  every r e l u c t a n t  n a i l  b i t e r
There are  a hundred loud mouths, f o r  every broken b room st ick /
There are  a m i l l i o n  bent g ra s se s  snapping
Back and f o r t h  a t  the sky,  b ea t in g  the blue c a r p e t _
As hard as they can, with the f r a i l  t a s s e l s  of t h e i r  h a i r
For every p a i r  of eyes squeezed t i g h t
Under c o l o r l e s s  l id s  th e re  are  thousands of o the rs
Wide open, on the prodd columns of t h e i r  necks t u r n in g ,
Observing ev e ry th in g  l ik e  King Radar,
0 my f r i e n d s  f o r  a l l  the sad r a i n  i n  hea»en
F i l l i n g  our d in n e rp la t e s  you have te n  f i n g e r s  of honey
Which are your owm s t r e t c h  them, s t i c k  them up,
0 my f r i e n d s  »ave to  me
When we meet i n  a r f i e l d  w ith  no fences
The ho r izon  i s  you rs ,  and the books and a l l  the opin ions  
And the water  which i s  wine and a new road 
That w i l l  take you anywhere you want and the b e s t  bed 
You can p o s s ib ly  th in k  of to  l i e  i n .
10/10/78 (1)
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0 my friends why are you so weak*
0-my friends why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with canes, ugly 
And spindly as baby birds
0 my friends whose world do you think this is 
0 my friends take it
0 my friends don't look at esach other 
Or anyone else before you speak
1 have had enough of scared Rabbits 
With trembling earSj
I have had enough fif damp 
Diffident handshakes
Do you think I haven't been stepped on by giants?
Do you think my teachers didn't stand me in a corner
For breathing, do you think my own father didn't burn me
With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sti on his knee?
0 my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers,
0 my friends I have had my feet cut off
And the pancreas* and the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me
Has turned to oatmeal, how will I stand up
What opinion can I offer but I will not be silent,
0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails 
Permanently between their legs,
0 my friends there is garbage to eat
And also Chateaubrian, there are squash blossoms
That flower around fountains, there are sleek horses
As easily as there are curs, for every reluctant nail biter
There are a hundred loud mouths, for every broken broomstick 
There are a million bent grasses snapping 
Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet 
As hard as they can, with the frail tasseis of their hair
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight
Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,
0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven
Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which are you r own: stretch them, stick them up,
0 my friends wave at me
When we meet in a field with no fences
The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions 
And the Rater which is wine and a new road 
That will take you anywhere you want and the best bed 
You can possibly think of to lie in.
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0 my friends why are you so weak*
0-my friends why do your knees knock,
Why do you walk with canes, ugly 
And spindly as baby birds
0 my friends whose world do you think this is 
0 my friends take it
0 my friends don’t look at eaech other 
Or anyone else before you speak
1 have had enough of scared Babbits 
With trembling earsj
I have had enough fif damp 
Diffident handshakes
Do you think I haven’t been stepped on by giants?
Do you think my teachers didn’t stand me in a corner
For breathing, do you think my own father didn’t burn me
With the wrath of a blast furnace for wanting to sti on his knee?
0 my friends I have been pressed between steamrollers,
0 my friends I have had my feet cut off
And the pancreas* and the liver and the lungs of the one I love
Have been sucked out of my life and the air around me
Has turned to oatmeal, how will I stand up
What opinion can I offer but I will not be silent,
0 my friends there are dogs who keep their skinny tails 
Permanently between their legs,
0 my friends there ie garbage to eat
And also Chateaubrian, there are squash blossoms
That flower around fountains, there are sleek horses
As easily as there are curs, for every reluctant nail biter
There are a hundred loud mouths, for every broken broomstick 
There are a million bent grasses snapping 
Back and forth at the sky, beating the blue carpet 
As hard as they can, with the frail tasseis of their hair
For every pair of eyes squeezed tight
Under colorless lids there are thousands of others
Wide open, on the proud columns of their necks turning,
Observing everything like King Radar,
0 my friends for all the sad rain in heaven
Filling our dinnerplates you have ten fingers of honey
Which are you r own: stretch them, stick them up,
0 my friends wave at me
When we meet in a field with no fences
The horizon is yours, and the books and all the opinions 
And the «ater which is wine and a new road 
That will take you anywhere you want and the best bed 
You can possibly think of to lie in.
